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Queen, it was clear, was giving yet another exhibi-
tion of her delaying tactics.    During the repeated
discussions with Essex about the qualifications of
his friend, she was in her element.    She  raised
every kind of doubt and difficulty, to every reply
she at once produced a rejoinder, she suddenly
wavered and seemed on the brink of a decision, she
postponed everything on some slight pretext, she
flew into a temper, she was charming, she danced
off.    Essex, who could not believe that he would
fail, grew sometimes himself more seriously angry,
The Queen was the more pleased.    She pricked
him with the pins of her raillery, and watched the
tears of irritation starting to his eyes.   The Attorney-
Generalship and the fate of Francis BacoA had
become entangled in the web of that mysterious
amour.    At moments flirtation gave way to passion.
More  than  once  that  winter,  the  young  man,
suddenly sulky, disappeared, without a word of
warning, from the Court.    A blackness and a void*
descended upon Elizabeth;  she could not conceal
her agitation;   and then, as suddenly, he would
return, to be overwhelmed with scornful reproaches
and resounding oaths.

The quarrels were short, and the reconciliations
were delicious. On Twelfth Night there was act-
ing and dancing at Whitehall. From a high throne,
sumptuously decorated, the Queen watched the
ceremonies, while beside her stood the Earl, with
whom " she often devised in sweet and favourable